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	1. Awoken

**DISCLAIMER: Bleach belongs to Tite Kubo, whom I have no connection to. I own nothing presented here, except for my Ocs and stuff. **

**Chapter 1: Awoken**

**AN: Hello, Bleach fans! I hope you all enjoy this story because fan support means a lot to me, although I don't get much of it. Anyway, I will forever be the kind of person who puts way too much effort into everything I do, so here goes. Anyway, it means the world to get feedback on my stories, no matter how little feedback I get. I absolutely love Bleach, and I hope that this story and take you all on a journey like writing it did me. Without further ado, let me introduce my OC!**

Darkness was everything. His senses weren't working. Nothing was working. It had been this way so long; nothingness was all he knew. This was enough reason to be startled when feeling suddenly returned. Something was rough against his back. His brain fired up instantly, working to identify the source of the stimulation. In the same time it took for him to identify the feeling as damp stone, his other senses returned. He heard nothing save his own heartbeat. He smelled something strange, which his brain managed to identify as mold. The blackness of nothing was replaced with the blackness of no light. He tasted something, but was unable to identify the feeling. After so long dormant, his brain strained itself to get him to use all of these senses, all the while attempting to understand what was happening.

Nothing was happening.

He searched for his name, but could not find it. Nothing could be found as far as memories went. It was as if he was just now being born, but born as an adult. As sekf-awareness and intelligence returned, he realized that was strange. He became confused, angry, and relieved all at once. Confused as to why he was lying in the dark, angry that he could not remember a thing, and relieved to be awake. In his comatose state, nothing had gone on in his brain. Now the poor lump of flesh in his head was working overtime, but it was worth it to have something.

The man remembered how to breathe, and sighed at his predicament. Everything seemed to be working, but his eyes would not adjust to the darkness, and he stille didn't know how to move. He had no surroundings to analyze, no memories to go by, and no way of getting himself up.

Then it came.

It was as though pondering how to move gave him the ability to, and he sat up. The soul grew sore on his entire body after movement, and suddenly realized his nervous system was in full effect. Emotions besides what he already felt returned, and irritation set in. What the hell had happened to him?

The newly awoken soul managed to stand himself up after a few hours. However, that meant nothing in his state of being newly born. He still couldn't comprehend the passing of time.

His walking was clumsy, uncoordinated, and he grew frustrated as he fell down time and time again in the darkness. The soul could only focus on one thing at a time then, so he focused only on walking rather than trying to remember things. After he got it down, he got himself over to an unseen wall of stone, and slumped to a sitting position against it, groaning as his body's soreness grew worse from th foreign movements.

That was when he began forcing himself to search through his mind for memories. His consciousness drifted through his brain's neurons like a boat on a vast ocean searching for some place to land. Nature fought against him with waves, but he managed to find an island of words which he suddenly remembered. The island became a puzzle he attempted to piece together, and he came up with his name: _Rikinosuke Mizushima_. After coming up with his name he set sail again, trying to find another island of memories. A storm came, sinking the boat before he could find anything. A massive headache ensued.

_Alright, _he thought to himself, _I have a name. And a headache. What I don't have is a past. _

It was then that his eyes finally began adjusting to the low amount of light. It became progressively less dark, and he was soon in a dim cave. After this process was finished, his brain began noticing other things, like his dehydration and hunger.

_A slumber the likes of which I was in will do that I guess. _Rikinosuke's brain managed to produce a remembered vocabulary.

In the following moments, his brain analyzed the cave, looking for something unusual. In a few minutes, his eyes met an infinitesimal difference in color in his peripheral vision. When he turned his head to peer directly at the difference, it was gone. In a little experiment, he turned his head agin, and noticed it in his peripherals once again. There was something there.

Standing up, which caused aching and soreness galore, he started forward for the color difference. When he came closer to the source of his curiosity, he discovered that the color difference was larger than he first thought, as the color there was a deep silver. Upon closer inspection, his perception grew shapr enough for him to actually see what it was. Two objects of exact same size and shape, long but thin, with intricate carvings and something sticking out of the same size. They also had some sort of straps on them. The ship of his consciousness found another island of words: _Ninjato, Sharp, Koori no Tenma_. Rikinosuke furrowed his brow in confusion and concentration, realizing the objects were, in fact, weapons. His weapons.

Then the last word of the memory island came to him: _Zanpakuto_.

Since his investigation was complete, he lifted the swords, still in thir scabbards, and strapped them to either sid eof his waist, discovering he could actually manage the complex action of wrapping the straps around his waist and buckling them. The silver scabbards of his, what the island had revealed, ninjato had white designs on them in elaborate patterns. Looking down to inspect, he figured the designs looked pretty cool.

Then there was that phrase, Koori no Tenma, and that word, Zanpakuto. What the hell did that mean?

Rikinosuke shrugged and looked back up, implanting his clothing into memory before doing so. On his feet were a pair of waraji and tabi. Other han that he wore a black kosode, black hikama, a white hakama-himo, and a white shitagi underneath it all. All of the clothing was comfortable, and he felt like he had worn it a _lot_. Then he noticed another piece of clothing which he did not manage to feel before. He had a strip of white cloth tied around his right wrist. Upon feeling and seeing it, Rikinosuke's brain burned with intense agony. _What is that thing's importance? _He wondered idly, managing to ignore the pain temporarily.

In a few moments, he suddenly saw himself in the third person, getting a good look at his face and body type. He was built somewhat largely, but was actually quite gaunt at the time, most likely due to hunger. The paleness was likely . He was bald, and had scars running along his head in several places, and his left eyebrow was split in half by a diagonal scar running from about the middle of his forehead to the side of his left cheek, across his eye, although the eye itself was not damaged. That opened up the analyzation of his eyes. They were a deep, emerald green. His eyebrows were dark brown, slightly bushy, and were low enough to make him appear really pissed off, although he felt little anger at the time. He had high cheekbones, and a strong jaw despite the starved appearance. Judging by the amount of wrinkles and his laugh lines, he figured he was somewhere inbetween young adulthood and middle aged. His nose was ever so slightly misshaped, implicating it had been broken before at some point, and nearly completely fixed. His mouth was cracked and chapped, almost appearing like birch wood in color, and a decent size. He had a thin, albeit unkempt, collection of facial hair across his lower face, which he noted was the same brown as his eyebrows. Based on that observation he believed that, if he had ever had hair, it was brown. As if on cue, his vision returned to first person as soon as he had satisfactorily analyzed himself. Upon the self observation, he suddenly felt just how hungry and thirsty he was.

His limbs suddenly felt much weaker, and his somach roared for sustenance. His tongue felt as dry and broken as his lips, as if a drought had come upon his mouth. It truly had been a deep slumber.

In his now panicked state, he attempted to move forward, only to find that movement caused unequaled pain. Hunger had truly set in.

Adrenaline set in in moments, allowing Rikinosuke to ignore the pain enough to push himself forward. His stomach screamed at him to eat _something_. Anything that was edible.

Just as the poor soul thought he was going to fall into a new, more permanent sleep, he came to a light source and followed it, emerging from the cave. The light hit first, then the warmth. Then the sounds. Ignoring these details, he rushed in a mad dash to find food. In an instant, he same upon a deer grazing in the massive plain he was now apparently in. With adrenaline, he managed to draw a ninjato and thrust the blade into the beasts side, piercing flesh and bone like butter.

The deer roared on pain and attempted to escape, but Rikinosuke instinctively twisted the blade and wiggled it, actually killing the massive animal from shock. With as much swiftness as a starved soul could muster, Rikinosuke cut chunks out of the beast and tore through the raw flesh with his teeth. The whole ordeal took hours of ravenous inhaling of the deer before he was satisfied. During the process, Rikinosuke had vomited several times, and often ate the regurgitated meat, generally puking it out again.

It was dawn of the morning after waking when he was done eating. Hunger did wonders.

Moisture had been great throughout the massive meal of the quarter of a deer he had eaten. However, his dehydration was still heavily nauseating.

After puking once more due to his stomach overworking itself, the poor soul stumbled through the plain he found himself in. Words were returning in waves, causing a new type of headache to arrive. Rather than his brain burning because it could not find memories, it was now aching as a result of gaining too much vocabulary too quickly. Grass, deer, meat, raw, vomit, sun, sky, clouds, moon, night, dawn, day, plain, birds, etc. Countless new sights and sounds to analyze, as well as a strange sense he noticed, and another word came: _reiatsu. _He could feel faint signals from animals and plants collectively, and was able to identify it as reiatsu. Spiritual pressure.

In a few minutes of the still new practice of walking, he came upon a new sound, and found the source as a nearby stream that had somehow hid itself from his sight near the mouth of the strangely located cave he had woken up in. He drank vigorously, which caused some pain in the cracks inhis mouth, but he ignored it. He needed water.

When he had drunk enough water to feel slightly better, Rikinosuke sighed.

_How the hell am I going to find my memories? _After thinking this to himself, and then out loud, he was startled as a new sound came. It was a voice, but far different than his own. It was... he searched for a new word among the currents of his mind... feminine. A female voice, whereas Rikinosuke himself was male, as he soon realized. He hadn't understood gender since waking until then.

Then came processing what had actually been said, and where it had come from. He knew no one was around, and so he focused primarily on analyzing the voice. Soon, he managed to piece together the sounds into the sentence that had been a response to his own words: "I don't know Riki, but it is going to be fun!"

He started at the response, and soon came to the realization that the voice had only been inside his head, as if he had thought it himself rather than heard it from an outside source. It was, however, that feminine voice rather than his own.

He closed his eyes, and was instantaneously pulled into the vacuum of his mind, and deep meditation came. Rikinosuke's consciousness drifted into his inner world.

His inner world was a large, hilly, plain with patches of woodland and distant, unreachable mountains. However, for reasons unknown to the soul himself, storm clouds made the world seem gray. Lightning flashes, followed by thunder,, were commonplace here. It was raining endlessly, quickly soaking him and chilling him to the bone.

It was startling to suddenly be able to go into his inner world like this, and it was even more startling to suddenly remember what an inner world was, and that it was occupied by _someone_. He looked around before shouting, "Hey! Who's there?!"

Confusion was the dominant emotion, but Rikinosuke was alarmed as well. Then, all of a sudden, someone appeared atop a nearby hill, apparently having been on the other side.

She appeared to be a similar age to Rikinosuke, stood a few inches shorter than him, and had long, straight black hair with her angs swept to the right. Her eyes were deep purple, and her face was soft and kind. The woman had a lithe and curvaceous figure, and she wore a white dress that hugged her skin embroidered with patterns similar to the scabbards of his ninjato. Her feet were bare, and her exposed arms had several bracelets made of silver, or possibly... he found a new word... platinum. They were silver, or maybe platinum. The dress's neckline plunged low, exposing her cleavage, as well as a silver pendant with a symbol of some sort.

She answered him, smiling, "You even forgot me, Riki? While that hurts a bit, I guess I should answer you. I am Koori no Tenma, but you called me Rima for short. You really don't remember me, your own Zanpakuto?"

As soon as she had uttered the word 'Zanpakuto', he was hit with a wave of memories, as well as guilt upon not knowing who she was.

"Well," he answered sheepishly, "I guess I just forgot everything. I didn't even know my own name when I first awoke."

Rima nodded, "Ok Riki, there is no reason to hold a grudge I guess. But anyway, do you remember how to release me? Do you remember Shikai at all?"

Riki was dumbstruck. Shikai? What the hell did that mean? Answering as safely as possible, he said no.

Rima laughed at that. "Well maybe it'll still work, and then you'll remember. Go ahead and draw your swords, and follow my words exactly: 'Unleash the snows of a frozen hell... Koori no Tenma!'"

Riki frowned at the strange words, but complied nonetheless. He drew each ninjato by pulling them out of the same side of the hand he used and rotating them to hold them in an appropriate battle stance. With his right arm forward and holding the weapon at an angle diagonal to his arm, and his left arm bent to hold the other sword close to his belly and pointing forward. His body was turned to make him a smaller target in a fight. The man had been startled by this being his instinctive reaction, but said the words he had been told by Rima.

"Unleash the snows of a frozen hell... Koori no Tenma!" In an instant, his entire body became cold for a moment before a blinding white flash overwhelmed any other sight. The flash was accompanied by the sound of a roaring blizzard, and was gone in only a few seconds. He instantly noticed a massive difference in his own body, as well as in the appearance of his dual ninjato.

The guards and hilt were now pure white, and the blades had fullers down their lengths, as well as a wavy pattern. The blades were also slightly longer, with the hilts now with extra material at the bottom as a counterweight, despite still not necessarily having a pommel, which would be nontraditional for a ninjato weapon. The changes in the weapons were not massive, but obviously startling for the newly awoken soul.

He stared at Rima, "Is this... err, uh... Shikai?"

Rima laughed hysterically for a few moments, "Yes, that is your Shikai. You really don't understand Zanpakuto anymore do you? Well, I am here to help, as always. You see, a Zanpakuto spirit is basically, as I guess you would put it, the soul of a Zanpakuto weapon. I really have no good way of explaining it, but a Zanpakuto wielder, usually a shinigami, makes a bond with the spirit, and they can unlock two different releases. One is Shikai, which you just did with me, and the next is Bankai. Bankai is much more powerful, but you haven'ts achieved it. I do hope that someday you are able to, because I am anxious to see what it is like, honestly!"

Riki still barely understood after the brief explanation, but an idea suddenly came to him, "If wielder and Zanpakuto have this bond, and you know all of this stuff, then do you remember our time together before my power nap?"

The poor soul was hopeful, but highly doubted Rima actually did. To his dismay, his fears were confirmed when Rima's face beame grave and she shook her head.

_Damn, _he thought, _I wish she did. _Then something occurred to him. A word she had said.

"Hey Rima," he inquired, "what is a shinigami?"

"A shinigami is basically a God of Death. They make up the Gotei 13 and keep balance in the World of the Living and the Soul Society, and they reside in Seireitei. And before you ask, I only remember these terms. I have no idea what any of that means."

Riki cursed aloud at that last comment. "Well, am I a shinigami?"

Rima became clearly consumed by the question. She was deep in thought for several minutes before answering, "Well, my memory doesn't serve me about that directly. However, from what I understand, you should be. All I know of shinigami is their purpose and that they all have Zanpakuto, and that they should be the only living beings with Zanpakuto."

Riki nodded milliseconds before feeling some sort of disturbance.

The soul quickly snapped out of the meditation, his eyes opening, and his consciousness leaving his inner world. He sat in the grass looking forward, and found the source of the 'disturbance' he had felt.

It was a man wearing much the same clothes as Riki, with a head of short dark hair. He had some stubble, and his weapon, which Riki identified as a katana, was drawn. He noticed a few others behind as well, several men and women wearing the same clothes as the first man, all with sheathed weapons.

The man with the drawn sword looked somewhat angry, "Who are you, and what are you doing out here?"

Riki stood, entirely confused, "Are you shinigami?"

The man nodded, "Aye, we are, and you appear to be one as well. However, it seems that you ate some of a deer raw, and you have dual swords. It is simply impossible you are a shinigami due to that fact. There is only one shinigami, and a substitute shinigami, with dual weapons. So I ask again. Who are you, and why are you out here?"

Riki sighed, "Honestly, I have no idea. I know my name, and I know that these weapons are something called a Zanpakuto, but other than that my mind is pretty blank."

The man had started at 'Zanpakuto', but he regained his composure quickly and chuckled, "Those weapons are no Zanpakuto, and you are no Soul Reaper! You are interrupting our patrol of this district, so state your business or we will have to arrest you!"

Rima had said the shinigami 'balanced' some stuff. This didn't seem like balancing. It seemed more like theses shinigami were just dicks.

That made Riki angry. He disliked this guy, and he would not take this 'I'm better than you, come with me right now' bullshit. At that moment, he didn't care about his past. All he wanted was to resist arrest from the shinigami asshole.

Riki pulled his hands up to rest on the hilts of his ninjato and smiled. "I think I could beat you guys. After all, your reiatus is kind of pathetic." Riki barely understood reiatsu, but he knew enough to know that that meant they were much weaker than him. He also knew he was instinctively suppressing the crap out of his own reiatsu. That was all he needed.

The amnesia-stricken man let his spiritual pressure be shown, immediately startling all the shinigami present as they all fell to their knees. The man with the drawn sword held himself up with all of his might with his left hand on the ground and managed to look up.

"Who the hell are you?" he gasped.

Riki smirked, "Like I said, I don't know shit. Now, weren't you going to arrest me?"

The shinigami's eyes widened in fear, "N-no sir! We'll leave you alone. We won't even report you to our superiors, how does that sound?"

Riki realized the opportunities of the situation and took advantage of it. Squatting, he got right into the face of the man. "Now, after introducing yourself to me, you are going to tell me everything you know about your own people: what you guys do, what the Soul Society and World of the Living are, wht Seireitei is, the organization of your people, and whatever else I feel like making you tell me along the way, alright?"

The man gulped and nodded, "Y-yes sir. But could you please reign in your spiritual pressure a little bit? It is getting hard to talk."

Riki complied, although suspicious, and the man stood up, followed by the others. "Ok," he said, "my name is Kokichiro Takezoe. I am the 7th Seat of the Tenth Division of the Gotei 13... which I guess I will have to explain to you, huh? Well, anyway, please don't hurt us..."

Riki nodded, and Kokichiro continued, "Well, the Gotei 13, or 13 Court Guard Squads, is basically the organization of the shinigami. We, uh, we maintain balance and order in the World of the Living and the Soul Society, and we live in a massive city called Seireitei in pretty much the center of the Soul Society. Now, that is just the basics of our order. What else do you need to know right now?"

Riki considered, and responded with something that surprised Kokichiro, "What is the World of the Living and the Soul Society?"

Kokichiro sighed in frustration at having to be the one to do this, "Well, the World of the Living is basically just a place called Earth, where humans and the like live. When they die, they either come here to the Soul Society instantly or are left in the World of the Living as Pluses, and can then evolve into Hollows with some time. The shinigami both help prevent this from happening and kill Hollows in the World of the Living. Here in Soul Society, the souls of the deceased live in harmony, a harmony that is kept harmonious by the efforts of us shinigami, as well as Central 46, the main authority of the Soul Society."

After he finished explaining, Riki nodded. "Alright," he said, "now, what else is there besides this place and the World of the living?" he asked curiously.

This cycle of explaining things with questions inbetween went on for quite some time. Kokichiro explained the 13 Divisions, or Squads, of the Gotei 13, the Soul King, Central 46, the life of commoners and nobles in the Soul Society, the people of the Tenth Division, which he was 7th Seat of as stated before, the captains of each Division whom he had met, the previous war with Sousuke Aizen and then the battles with Kageroza and Kugo Ginjo, the final confrontations with Yhwach, substitute shinigami, Hollows and Hueco Mundo, Hell, Zanpakuto, combat disciplines of the shinigami, Kido, senkaimons, and whatever else he could think of to add.

Riki absorbed a massive amount of information in a short time and processed it all successfully. He then moved on to the next part of his plan with these shinigami.

"Alright Kokichiro, thank you! Now, you and your friends there are going to smuggle me into Seireitei."

The 7th Seat's eyes widened in fear as he began sweating profusely, "No, we couldn't even if we-"

Riki cut him off by drawing his right ninjato with his right hand, flipping it into a proper grip, and pressing it against Kokichiro's throat in the blink of an eye.

"I said," he started coldly, "you and your friends will smuggle me into Seireitei. You already explained the security to me, and I don't care. You are getting me in there."

Blood began slowly streaming down Kokichiro's neck. If he gulped or spoke, his throat would swell enough for his throat to be exposed to the outside world and kill him from choking on his blood. He knew this, and so backed away slowly, and spoke even slower, "I am sorry, mister. However, we are not Squad 2 members. We couldn't sneak you in properly, sir. And besides, Onmitsukido members could find us out here soon anyway. They would spy on us the whole way to Seiretei, and they would follow us in and report to Soi Feng. No, we won't do it."

Riki sighed. Not because Koichiro refused, but because he had instantly jumped to putting his weapon at the other man's throat. Was he really like that? He couldn't imagine himself being cold, but he obviously was a little.

The shinigami, who Riki now counted seven in number, eight including Kokichiro himself, drew their katana swords. One of them, a woman, shouted at the 7th Seat who had been speaking to Riki.

"Damn you, Kokichiro! You coward! There are eight of us and one of him! You are a seated officer, and so am I! We can beat all beat this guy if we rush him."

Kokichiro shook his head and sighed in obvious annoyance, "No. His spiritual pressure grounded all of us. In case you didn't notice, he has a Zanpakuto that is two weapons, which are sealed. His Zanpakuto is sealed, yet his reiatsu held us all down. He may very well be Lieutenant level, Akiko! A 7th Seat, an 8th Seat, and six unseated shinigami cannot defeat a Lieutenant level fighter, period."

The brown haired woman, Akiko, became angered, "Yet he has no knowledge of Kido, Zanjutsu, or Hakuda. Being so undisciplined, surely we can beat him!"

Kokichiro turned around her and roared in anger, "Damn it, Akiko! As 7th Seat, therefore your superior, I _order _you to stand down. His reiatsu is such that we cannot move unless he suppresses it! There is no way I am wasting the lives of those under my command, or my own life, just because we don't want to take someone to Seireitei!"

Akiko pursed her lips and lowered her head in shame. The unseated shinigami sheathed their weapons, but Akiko simply looked back up in determination.

"I will not stand idly by while another seated officer, who happens to be my best friend, gives in to the demands of an outsider. I have Shikai, and this idiot couldn't possibly have a Zanpakuto. So..."

Akiko stepped forward, passing Kokichiro who had his fists clenched and his eyes squeezed shut.

Riki was simply watching them with growing interest, soon wanting Akiko to show him her Shikai to compare to his own that he had briefly experienced.

Akiko readied herself in a traditional fighting stance and said the words to releae her Zanapakuto, "Show the world the power of beauty! Yubi ni Umi!"

Light flashed in a pattern that appeared to be light dancing with more light, before the pattern was slashed apart by Akiko's Zanpakuto, which was now far different from the katana in its sealed form. _Far _different.

Akiko was now holding a weapon with a padded area where she was holding, and a ring of pure blade. After struggling for a moment to find a word, Riki realized it was a massive chakram. The diameter of the weapon was, he guessed, around 2 feet or so, which he figured was large for a weapon like that, and very heavy.

He smiled. This may just be interesting.

Akiko looked behind her. "So Kokichiro, will you join me in batle against this fool?"

Kokichiro sighed and turned towards Riki before answering by releasing his own Zanpakuto.

"Inject, Hari!"

Kokichiro's Zanpakuto became a long, curved, single-edge sword far smaller than its sealed form of an average katana, but longer. It was almost rapier-like, despite the curve, in thickness.

Riki smiled. He had a chance to test his muscle memory. He drew his left ninjato with his left hand and readied himself in the turned fighting stance he had instinctively readied in in front of Rima. He let go of his hold on his reiatsu, and chuckled as the two challengers gritted their teeth and began sweating as their kness shook. The unseated warriors behind them were instantly pinned to the ground.

His Zanpakuto was still sealed, and he figured this would be no challenge at all. Apparently 7th and 8th Seats were quite weak. Riki challenged them to make the first move with a guttural roar of "Go ahead and arrest me, assholes!"

Kokichiro's eyes narrowed and he lunged forward to battle the strange man. Riki easily dodged hi sopponent's thrusting strike and lifted his knee into the 7th Seat's gut, blasting him backwards with a yelp. Riki didn't let on that the evasion and counterattack had stretched his muscles to the limit of their weakened, malnourished state.

He wouldn't show them that he was rusty.

Akiko stared wide-eyed at her downed comrade, and then looked up angrily at the dual-wielding criminal.

"You'll pay for that! Now, drown in the current of my ocean of grace!"

She then flung her chakram with deceptive strength, which Riki narrowly avoided by ducking backwards. As he stood, refusing to cry out in the burning, tearing pain in his entire body, he saw the look of confidence on Akiko.

The bald soul chuckled, "And how will you fight me now?"

Akiko laughed and extended her hand. When Riki caught on, he tried to jump out of the way, but was caught by the flying chakram, which tore through the muscles and sinew in his left arm. The soul roared in pain. Riki's damaged limb spewed blood onto the ground, and he soon discovered he couldn't lift it. The damage to his body from hunger had done even more than he thought.

_Damn. How do I beat them with starvation and dehydration, while quickly losing blood? _He nearly facepalmed when he came to the obvious conclusion. _I'll use my own fucking Shikai! _

With that, Riki chuckled at Akiko. The 8th Seat narrowed her eyes and readied her now partially bloodied ring blade. "What the hell are you laughing about, fool?"

Kokichiro was up again, and stared at Riki with anger burning in his irises.

Riki stopped the chuckling. "Well, I have the odds stacked against me. I am starved nd dehydrated, physically and mentally affected by those two facts, and now have a crippling gash on my arm and am bleeding. Yet, despite this, I feel like I will win. No, I _know _I will win. Now, how do you suppose that is?"

Kokichiro growled gutturaly, like a damn bear, and shouted at the injured man, "You are bluffing! You are an insolent pest compared to two seated officers of the Tenth Division!"

Riki smirked, "Oh? I am? Well that's funny, because I feel like _you're _an insolent pest compared to _me_."

Kokichiro screamed like a madman, and prepared to lunge at his opponent once again. However, before the angered shinigami could attack, Riki spoke calmy, "Unleash the snows of a frozen hell... Koori no Tenma."

With that, the transformation took place. When the light was gone, the sound of a blizzard with it, Riki noticed something he had not with Rima in his inner world.

He was surrounded in a perfect circle of pure ice, approximately 10 meters in cricumference. Also, Riki's opponents were struck not only with the rise in spiritual pressure, but a cold which helped down them.

The shivering, grounded duo attempted to stand up and fight against their opponent, but the bald man stepped forward, making the spiritual pressure stronger on them.

Riki sheathed his left-handed ninjato with his right hand before re-readying his right-handed ninjato.

His opponents were defeated, and he had done nothing with his Shikai.

It was pathetic, but he somewhat pitied them. They happened to stumble upon Riki during a patrol, and now they thought they were going to die.

They weren't.

Riki still wanted them to smuggle him into Seireitei. And besides, he would need someone to patch up his arm a little bit, and quickly. He sighed and sealed his Zanpakuto back up and suppressed his reiatsu before speaking harshly to the seated officers.

"Alright, you two. If you don't heal my arm up and smuggle me into Seireitei, I'll kill you and your subordinates over there.-" he gestured to the still heavily pinned unseated shinigami behind the two before him, "-However, if you do help me, I will act as if you didn't if we are discovered, and I will provide a reasonable explanation as to how I was tailing you guys. Oh, and if it comes to you having to be arrested, I may even fight for you if I feel like it."

The last part, admittedly, was a lie. Riki didn't like lying, but he felt he had to through in soemthing extra to convince them that they should help him.

Akiko and Kokichiro gave one another looks and sealed their Zanpakuto before answering in perfect unison, almost as if it had been rehearsed, "Alright, sir. We'll smuggle you into Seireitei."

* * *

><p>Sui Feng sighed. An Onmitsukido operative had just given a report. A man of unknown origin, wearing a shinigami outfit and clearly wielding a Zanpakuto, which was <em>two <em>swords, with immense spiritual pressure, had confronted a Tenth Division patrol past the reaches of the Rukongai.

It was troubling indeed, and a masive amount of new paperwork would likely come with it, as well as fierce apprehension.

The Captain of the Second Division, Commander-in-Chief of the Onmitsukido, sighed once again. After the recent string of ridiculously difficult-to-handle events of battling Aizen, stray opponents, and then the Quincy, her position was getting only more and more stressful. Protocols were changing, more and more orders were being given from Central, and survivors of the previous conflicts were completely on edge constantly.

She simply couldn't handle the Stealth Force anymore.

Yoruichi did help a lot, but the Shihouin clan had lost much of its influence recently, and the former Commander-in-Chief was usually in the orld of the Living with Kisuke, actin glike a male black cat for fucks sake.

If anything, Yoruichi's help only made it tougher when she did help. It was growing tougher and tougher for her to come into Seireitei, as security was tightening up, making Sui Feng have extra stress on if she would ever be discovered working with her friend, due to Central forbidding the return of exiles.

Sui Feng shook her head. Emotions were clashing within her as fiercely as she had fought against Aizen, and the Quincy ffor that matter. She was sick of Central 46's bullshit. She knew Yoruichi woulg be of much greater help if the bastards would be only as strict as they were before Yhwach. She also knew that they had long been cowards who deserved to be overturned. However, in contrast to these thoughts, she knew it was near treasonous now to be seen conversing with ronin shinigami. Central had no reason for having done this, but they had done it. Sui Feng sacrificed her position as a shinigami every time she met up with Yoruichi to discuss Onmitsukido actions. If she was exiled, the Onmitsukido would likely be run very ineffectively, and she feared what the repercussions of that could be.

She simply couldn't decide.

* * *

><p>Captain Commander Kyoraku took another sip of sake.<p>

The stuff had always been important to him. His fake joviality he showed in front of others helped hide the fact that anything was important to him, but many things were.

The lives of those under his command, for one thing. His friends, especially Jushirou and... he sighed... old man Yamamoto. He still couldn't believe his old mentor and commander was gone. He didn't think he would ever get himself to believe he was Captain Commander now, rather than Genryusai.

Among the things important to him were the people of the Soul Society, the people of the World of the Living, and even Hollows and Arrancar. _Everythin _was important to him now that he was in charge of holding everythin together.

Shunsui poured himself more sake after finishing his first bottle. A whole bottle in quite a short time. What had the world come to?

_I don't deserve this, _he thought, _Jushirou deserves this position, not me. No matter how happy I make myself appear in front of others to be the Captain Commander of the shinigami... I hate it. I don't deserve it, and I can't even do it. Of course... I'd hate to thrust a burden like this onto the shoulders of any of my remaining friends. _

After another entire bottle of sake, Shunsui let himself drift into a deep, drunken slumber.

* * *

><p>Riki waited. And waited. And waited.<p>

He nearly sighed aloud in exasperation, but simply would not risk it.

The cart he was in was quite uncomfortable, and the seated officers he had confronted were not very good at pulling large carts of stuff.

Under Riki's command, and to his dleight, they had knocked out some Rukongai citizens and stolen their paperwork to bring the cart to some noble family in Seireitei. The knocked out people, as well as piles of ceramic objects, did not make very good company, although he had managed to find some food in the folds of their clothes.

It was quite cramped. His back against rough wood, his arm sstuck to his sides by the stacks of pots and shit wo either side of him, his knees pushed up into his face by the six unconscious souls... he had ha dto lay his ninjato pair in the large cart before climbing in himself so that they would fit!

Suddenly, he heard giggling and nearly growled when words followed, words that existed only to him.

"You are in a strange situation, Riki!" Rima exclaimed excitedly, "I'm sure, however, that it will work out for us in the end!"

The Zanpakuto spirit acted much younger than she had appeared when Riki went into his inner world.

After thinking back to Kokichiro telling him that Zanpakuto spirits' personalities reflected their wielder, he hung his head in defeat. _I guess I'm a little immature too... _

Suddenly the rocking and rolling of the cart stopped, a welcome feeling to the newly awoken man. Following the stop, muffled sounds could be heard. Talking. After focusing, he managed to catch the tail end of a sentence from Kokichiro.

"_-_covert operation, although we are not Onmitsukido."

Silence then hung in the air, and even Riki could feel the growing apprehension from within the cart.

Finally, after an eternity of about thirty seconds of silence, an answer was forged from the throat of whomever Kokichiro and Akiko were speaking to.

"Alright. It isn't like I can check up on that, and you guys have done a lot of weird hings lately. I'll let you in. And please, don't make me regret letting you in."

Riki sighed in relief despite himself. "Hey!" Rima shouted from the recesses of Riki's soul, "The weather is a little better than it as while you were 'asleep'!"

The soul was struck with alarm. "_What the hell does that mean?_"

Riki's Zanpakuto spirit seemed to explode in joy, as laughter overtook his hearing, even what he could hear from things around him.

"What?! You mean to tell me that you didn't know this place was deep night, raining cats nad dogs, and had a giant thunderstorm while you were, like, dormant?"

Riki physically shook his head at the all-to jovial woman residing in his inner world. Perhaps it wasn't true that Zanpakuto somewhat reflect the personality of their wielder. Perhaps it was a lie. Riki had a gut feeling he was entirely different from the bubbly, immature woman in his mind.

It was a warm night in Seireitei, several days after the confrontation in the plain. Riki's thoughts began eating away at him slowly. How the hell was he going to recover his memories? Why the hell had he come to the Seireitei? _Who _was he? Questions seemed to be all that his mind could produce at the time. No solutions, no ideas, nothing but mere questions. It mad ehim feel like a child. Children are the ones who don't understand things. Children should be the only creatures with nothing but questions. But here was, clearly and adult, and clearly filled to the brim with a plethora of seemingly unanswerable questions.

The roof of the building was more comfortable than the inside of the cart he had previously traveled in, although not exactly a bed. His left arm was completely healed, to his bewilderment. Akiko had sealed the wound and helped the muscles, sinew, and components of the circulatory system. However, she had said that it would take several weeks to be completely healed. It had been mere days, and there was no pain or discomfort in the are of the former wound.

Then there was the matter of sustenance. Raw deer, regurgitated flesh, some water, and a few pieces of bread wasn't exactly enough for him to have recovered from near-starvation or thirst, especially considering there were several days inbetween the deer and water and the bread from this knocked out citizens.

Riki had a sort of feeling he was never one for stargazing, but the exception was that night. The sky was beautiful, so constant, so _permanent_. The inky blackness of space reminded him of the depths of an ocean, although he had no idea where that analogy had come from.

Thinking about the night sky and the depths of the ocean comforted him, as well as pushing him to search for more memories.

He closed his eyes.

Riki was suddenly on a small boat. Faceless people were rowing the small craft as he stood at the bow. His clothes remained the same, and the ninjato of Rima's sealed form were sheathed on either side, as usual.

The waves threatened to capsize the tiny boat with every second of movement. Rain battered Riki with extreme force, and lightning continually struck the water incredibly near to him on every side. After a quick surveillance of the surrounding ocean, he spotted several whirpools dotting the ocean, and a black speck in the distance in front of him.

After struggling to regain his wits, Riki realized what was happening.

This was him searching for his memory.

No longer a metaphor, his boat of consciousness was a shipwreck waiting to happen.

The black speck was, he believed, his memories. Or at least another island of memories.

_Damn, _he thought, _this little fucking canoe has no chance of making it to that land. A massive ship couldn't survive this storm!_

The captain of the consciousness canoe clenched his soaked fists. He would never find his memories. He would be lost forever. As soon as he realized this, the faceless rowers of his canoe disappeared and a massive lightning bolt struck the middle of the craft.

The force was more like a freight train raining down from the sky than a ligthning bolt.

Riki's consciousness ship exploded instantly, sending him hurling through the storm. Riki, in tears, screamed at the raging sky above him, "Damn you! I have to remembere! I have to-"

The broken man was cut off by a massive smack to his whole body and a mouth full of salt water.

He sank beneath the raging waves as if a monstrously large weight was tied to his back. Riki's lungs threatened to explode with the waer rushing into his body at high speeds. After a long struggle, he allowed himself to simply drown.

In a matter of a minute, he touched down on the ground, miles beneath the surface of the water in his swift descent.

The pressure, along with drowning, was enough to kick his body into survival mode.

He closed his eyes as his brain shut everything off and attempted to conserve its energy, as if it would do anything.

Riki was about to die.

Suddenly, he heard a deep chuckle from straight above him.

Instantly dismissing the sound as a hallucination, the bald man focused on the other matter at hand.

The fact that he was drowning.

The pressure of the massive amount of water had crushed many of his bones and organs, and at this point the pain was gone.

It was over.

He knew he wouldn't make it.

The brief life he remembered flashed befores his eyes, the days appearing in nanoseconds.

It was at that moment that a certain pair of lungs exploded with pressure.
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	2. Ten

**Chapter 2: Ten**

"Akiko Hashimoto."

The speaker was stern and authoritative, almost scolding the brunette.

Akiko sighed. She had been found out by the captain himself.

"Toshiro, I'm sorry... I..."

The short man's glare was like daggers being shoved into the 8th Seat's brain. Through her eyes.

_Damn it! Why did we give in like that! We're such cowards! I was too scared to stand up to the fucking stranger!_

"That is Captain Hitsugaya to you, fool!"

Toshiro shook his head. His anger didn't subside in the least. "Kokichiro ratted you out. He saw you sneak someone into the Seireitei. Did you really think you could get away with it?"

A spear impaled her heart instantly. The woman's breath became hyperventilation instantly.

_The pain... that fucking coward! He betrayed me! _

Mental pain twisted into anger, and Akiko roared at her captain, "Kokichiro was in on it! The fucking coward placed the blame on me! He was the first to cave in to the stranger's demands!"

Toshiro placed a hand on his subordinate's shoulder, doubling the shock already in her system. She was stunned even further at his following words.

"Akiko, calm down. Just tell me what the man looked like, and how powerful he felt. Truth be told, _I _could feel something a few days ago. It definitely felt like it was coming from the direction of the area I ordered you and Kokichiro to patrol. So tell me, how powerful do you believe this man is?"

The brunette calmed her nerves and responded, "Well, Captain Hitsugaya, his spiritual pressure was crippling. The unseated who were along with Kokichiro and I couldn't move the entire ordeal. When he released his Shikai... then even Kokichiro and I were paralyzed. And you, Captain, know how much more powerful I am than any other 8th Seat."

Toshiro nodded. When Akiko had graduated Shin'o Academy, she quickly piqued Toshiro's interest, and was allowed into the Tenth Division, immediately being placed at 8th Seat. However, during the ordeal with the Quincies, she demonstrated what the captain had called '3rd Seat level abilities'. Akiko had, however, proven to him that she was not cut out for the extra work (which was a lie), and had managed to worm her way into staying 8th Seat. _His reason for agreeing was quite reasonable though... If I engage an enemy in a one-on-one situation, they will expect little of an 8__th__ Seat. They would be surprised to find my 3__rd__ Seat level powers. _

Toshiro had listened carefully, and was now clearly deep in thought. After several moments, he once again asked his previous question, "And what does he look like?"

Akiko 'struggled' to remember the details from only a few days before, but managed a response, "Well, he had bright hair, much like your own, and he was about the same height as Kokichiro. He was clean-shaven, and wore some sort of odd clothing I didn't recognize-"

Toshiro cut her off with an angry, interrupting response, "Damn you, Akiko! Why are you lying to my face?"

The 8th Seat fell to her knees, "I'm sorry! He promised Kokichiro and I protection if we covered for him! Please forgive me, Captain, I was merely staying true to an agreement..."

Toshiro sighed, "Well I can hardly punish you for doing that. And besides, I knew Kokichiro was in on it. He described the man much too accurately to have only caught a glimpse of him in the dark, as he said. But he left out the man's Shikai, or any details of his Zanpakuto for that matter. Would you care to fill in the gap he left?"

Akiko sighed. Toshiro was perceptive, as always. And now Kokichiro revealed he was a backstabbing mongrel... she would make him pay the next time she saw him.

The 8th Seat stood up, "Alright, Captain, but you won't like it...you see, well... he has dual swords."

Toshiro's eyes widened. His composure suddenly became one of confidence to one of defeat. "Are you sure? _Two _blades?"

She nodded, "Yes, Toshiro, I'm certain. Two blades. And before using Shikai, he effortlessly countered an attack from a Shikai form Kokichiro, as well as an attack from my Shikai. On the return of my blade, however, his arm was cut. He then said he was starving and dehydrated, and his gaunt features supported that. It was incredible. To be able to do that while as weak as starvation like that can make someone... not to mention the overwhelming spiritual pressure... he may very well be at my level, with my full power, as I had shown only during the Quincy invasion."

Toshiro seemed entirely concerned. His hair suddenly seemed to cast a shadow that cast his eyes into oblivion. "No, Akiko. He is far above your level. It may sound harsh, but that is the truth. I could feel him from here. Now tell me, what happened when he used his Shikai?"

"Well, Captain... simply releasing his Zanpakuto into Shikai froze Kokichiro and I to the bone. We were frozen. Also, it seemed to create a circle of ice around him, on the ground. It froze everything around him to simply release it. His weapons barely changed. They looked a little different and were longer, but I noticed they were still the same type of sword, a ninjato."

Toshiro nodded. "Thank you for coming clean, Akiko. I will see to it that Kokichiro is punished accordingly for putting the full blame on you. You must be punished as well for bringing an intruder of that caliber into the Seiretei, but your punishment will not be as severe as his. And the unseated who were with you will be punished at a level in-between the punishment of you and the foolish 7th Seat. Understood?"

Akiko nodded. "Understood, Captain Hitsugaya."

The short captain turned around and began walking away before dismissing his subordinate.

* * *

><p>Akiko was staring at the floor of the cell. All that prisoners are allowed to wear, rather than the full shihakusho of a shinigami, was just the white shitagi undergarment. It felt strange to not be wearing a full shihakusho anymore. <em>At least I am still allowed to keep my personal item of clothing in here... <em>she looked down at the scarf that was now lying upon the ground. The brunette's eyes shone as if she were going to cry. Her lips began quivering. Staring at the scarf at this moment was much different than wearing everywhere she went. The memories came flooding back. _Mizuki..._

_ "A child of merely 56 years old has no place here!" "Get her out! This is a _barracks_! We are shinigami!" "That bitch doesn't deserve a place here! A Division bbarracks is for soldiers, not children!"_

_The jeers continued coming, as did the child's tears. On her hands and knees now, bawling, Akiko couldn't swallow the grief. Acceptance ws something she had never had the privilege of getting, but she could not grow used to it, no matter how hard she tried. _

_She didn't what to fit in, she didn't care about that. All she wanted was someone to accpet her. _

_After losing her parents, who were servants to a noble house, she had been cast aside like a moldy piece of bread. Wandering the Seireitei was dangerous for a child. _

_Then came along __her savior__._

"_Stupid fucking kid," one of the Tenth Division unseated who had been jeering before approached the bawling child. "Why don't you just accept the fact that you don't belong here? Fucking leave, will ya!?"_

_Then, another shinigami came. "As the 4__th__ Seat, I order you to step away from the girl, __Takeshi!"_

_The unseated man immediately disappeared from the vicinity in fear. The rest of the jeering crowd had grown silent. They slowly dispersed. _

_Akiko looked up to see who had helped her out. "W-who... who are you?"_

_The shinigami stepped forward, revealing waist length black hair, a soft face, and a pale complexion. "My name is Mizuki Hashimoto. And who might you be?"  
><em>

_The girl shook her head. "I-I don't have a name... my parents died when I was really young, and the nobles they served never named me. They just kicked me to the curb. Then I was taken in for a while by a few others, but eventually everyone got tired of me. I have been entirely on my own since then."  
><em>

_The 4__th__ Seat shook her head. "Despicable... ok then, it is settled. I will take you in. I can feel potential in you, anyway. Maybe you can even become a shinigami someday! Would you like that?"_

_Akiko, for the first time in her life, felt joy. "YAYYYYYY!" The now bubbly child jumped into the arms of her caretaker._

_**Many years later... **_

_ Akiko beamed. "Thank you! Thank you, thank you, thank you, thank you, thank you! I cannot thank you enough! Because of you, I could have never even entered the academy! Now I am 8__th__ Seat, and of _your _division! Are you proud of me, Mizuki?!" She could barely contain her excitement. Upon graduating Shin'o Academy, she had instantly been put into the Tenth Division as the 8__th__ Seat. _

_Mizuki smiled, "Of course! I could not be more proud of you, Akiko! Now..." Mizuki suddenly became as serious as she could ever be. "Akiko, listen to me. I have a mission. Something... something happened, my sweet. A man has betrayed the Soul Society... remember the invasion that happened while you were in the Academy? The ryoka invasion?"_

_Akiko nodded, concerned. _

"_Well," continued her adopted mother, the only person to accept her before Toshiro and Kokichiro, "I have a very special mission concerning these recent events. I have to battle powerful enemies alongside several other seated shinigami. I want you to keep this scarf, ok?"  
><em>

_Her normally jovial, or even docile at times, features were gone. In their place was a stern look and incredibly serious eyes. _

_Akiko shook her head, "This is your scarf, mother! It will always be _your _scarf!"_

_Mizuki looked... like she was in pain. Something was on her mind. She wanted to get something off her chest. But whatever it was, she did not reveal it. "Well, Akiko... I want it to be your's now."_

_And with that, she shunpoed away. _

_'That special mission of hers... she had better come back.'_

"She didn't come back!" the brunette shouted at the top of her lungs, alerting several nearby guards. She was already on her hands and knees now. Tears escaped. _Tears... I am crying... _she began bawling like she had when she met Mizuki.

"DAMN IT! WHY DIDN'T YOU COME BACK... MIZUKI?! WHY DID YOU HAVE-"

The prisoner began choking on the sobs that wracked her body. She looked up and let out a scream of pure pain that threatened to tear her own eardrums to shreds. "MIIIIZUUUKIIII!"

* * *

><p>A pair of eyes snapped open.<p>

A man slowly became more and more aware of his surroundings. It was daytime... perhaps midfternoon.

"Wha-?" the man sat up, realizing he was lying on the roof of some building in the middle of a metropolis.

Then it hit him, just what had happened. _Wait... I drowned though!_

Riki, in the long life of less than a week that he had to remember, panicked from whatever had happened and managed to throw himself off of the building into the street headfirst.

Upon impact, the bald man cried out in pain before jumping up to his feet. Upon a quick analysis of his surroundings, Riki had one thought, and one thought only: _I'm fucked. _

Surrounding him were not only crowds of shinigami, but some were putting up _wanted posters _with composite sketches of him. He made out the words of the nearest one, and discovered they described him. _Strange... they left out the dual blades... but that is me alright... _the composite sketch was inaccurate, but it was a composite sketch after all. Besides, it was close enough to match him to. Besides, what other bald guy in one city was starving and had his same left eye scar?

A nearby shinigami, to Riki's dismay, noticed this and was struck with alarm. The shinigami, a male, gripped the hilt of his sword, ready to draw it for combat at a moment's notice. "Look! It's the guy from the sketch!"

In mere seconds, the surrounding shinigami, numbering a few dozen or so, had swords drawn towards Riki. _Some discipline here, damn..._

The man who had seen him first stepped forward, "Now, intruder, you die!"

Riki threw up his hands in defense, "Wait! I don't want to hurt to hurt anyone! I am only here to answer my own questions through observation!"

Rima was giggling insanely in his head, 'As if that was ever gonna work.'

The bald man rested each hand on its respective ninjato hilt, right to right, left to left. The katana-wielding shinigami were slowly inching toward him, no doubt being wary from the words of the wanted posters. They said he was dangerous, and had his Shikai. It was then that one shinigami decided to get perceptive and look at where his hands were resting.

His eyes widened. "Everyone! He has two swords!"

Everyone lost their wits. Half a dozen of the more cowardly shinigami fled, but the others stood strong. And by strong, I mean they were quaking in their boots.

Riki exploited the sudden intimidation. "Well, well. Those guys who ran were pretty smart. If you _insist _on fighting me, I guess I will have to defend myself. You wouldn't want that to happen, now would you?"

The reiatsu of these guys was pathetic. He barely felt them anymore than he had felt the reiatsu emanating from the grass around him in the plain he started his awakening in. However, a little over twenty people weren't much more than millions and millions of blades of grass, he supposed. _But still... these are shinigami. Maybe my reiatsu sensing is really good? Meh. Whatever. If these guys attack me, I'll incapacitate them... I can't reveal much of my own reiatsu, or else my location will be discovered by anyone else nearby. Looks like I'll have to rely on my fists then... do I have any skill in hand-to-hand combat?_

The shinigami group all shook their heads and gathered their wits before screeching a collective battlecry as they rushed the intruder.

Riki smirked and grabbed the first katana swinging down at him by the blade with his index finger and thumb. The other shinigami were too dumbfounded to react, shocked into having their feet planted in the ground as firmly as the roots of a tree. The stunned sounds escaping their throats supported this fact.

The bald man chuckled and flicked his wrist, pulling the asauchi from the shinigami's grasp, sending the weapon vaulting through the air and embedding itself into a miscellaneous wall.

The host of death gods before Riki were paralyzed with fear. _What a sorry bunch... how the hell do these guys maintain order and balance in the World of the Living and Soul Society? I _still _suffer from near starvation and severe dehydration, and I can _still _whip their asses with ease!_

He smiled. He was going to wipe the floor with these guys and then move on to his mission to find out if he actually had lived their at some point.

Milliseconds after the smile crept up on the recently 'drowned' man's face, a terrifyingly immense sipiritual pressure appeared in his senses.

Riki furrowed his brow and turned around. The reiaatsu signature was right above him.

Right there, atop the building he had fallen from after his unfortunate drowning experience, was a duo of shinigami. One had a white haori over his shihakusho, and the other had an armband on their left arm. His eyes widened. A captain and a lieutenant, based on Kokichiro's information.

The captain grinned like a mad man, "So, yer the invader? Well I got to say, I am a little anxious to see if ya live up to yer reputation. Yer quite the superstar recently. Isn't that right, Momo?"

The lieutenant, a short woman with dark hair, nodded, "Yes, Captain Hirako."

Riki jumped up onto the little building's roof. "Well, you two seem nice. But really, I am just here to observe and collect information for... personal reasons. Please leave me be."

Captain Hirako laughed hysterically, "Well, yer dumb. Real dumb, if you think we'll just let you go like that! Ya could just be doing recon for some evil fuck somewhere and kissing said evil fuck's ass in ya free time!"

Riki clenched his fists as white hot anger coursed through him. "Well... could you feed me before I kick your ass? I can't fight on such an empty stomach." As if on cue, his stomach rumbled audibly.

Captain Hirako shook his head, "Fine, whatever. You get two days to recover from your... predicament. In two days, down to this very minute, I'll fight ya. Ya got it?"

A booming voice interrupted the conversation from above, just after Riki noticed the new mass of spiritual pressure, "Shinji!" yelled the newly revealed captain from the air, "let me take care of this guy!"

The new captain landing on the roof next to them after a slow descent. "This intruder would be great for my research! According to the reports of the Tenth and Second Divisions, he is quite the specimen."

Riki screamed and stepped backwards in fright. Comically pointing at the newcomer with widened eyes, he yelled, "What the fuck is that thing?!"

The captain had a strange material as a face rather than skin. His smile was such as it appeared he had no lips, but simply teeth in their natural, creepy appearance. His eyes appeared permantently widened to an incredible extent.

The first captain, apparently named Shinji Hirako, spoke to the fucked up _thing_, "Captain Kurotsuchi... you idiot! I called dibs on this guy! Ya didn't hear it, but I did do it. Momo! Back me up, would ya?!"

Momo nodded at Captain Kurotsuchi, "He did call dibs, Kurotsuchi."

The freakish captain scoffed at the other captain and his lieutenant, "You peons! I do not care about your 'dibs'. This intruder will be my latest project, not your opponent."

Shinji approached Kurotsuchi until he was right in the monster's face, "I fuckin' called dibs, you idiot. That means that I, and only I, get to deal with the Seireitei's fucking problem!"

Just before the situation escalated any further, Riki sighed explosively at the exchange. "Are you shinigami guys really this hostile towards one another? If so... why not make this a three way fight? We all fight each other in three days."

The situation escalated anyway. Kurotsuchi stared into Riki's soul with his terrifyingly wide eyes and permanently expressionless face. Shinji scowled, "I called dibs!"

Riki sighed the same as before, "Well, I would rather not fight at all. But the dibs bullshit obviously matters to you, Shinji, so, creepy porcelain doll-face fuck, why not just back off?"

Kurotsuchi showed an expression: he became more expressionless in anger. "You foolish moron! Do you really believe you can insult me in such a way and escape the vicinity of me alive! I will experiment the shit out of you!"

Momo suddenly shouted at the three to stop, and six eyes turned to her, "A few Tenth Division shinigami have been here for several minutes, trying to get your attention!"

Riki, in the midst of arguing, had not noticed the nearby reiatsu signatures of another captain and lieutenant. When he turned to look at them, his face grew hot at the sight of the lieutenant.

She was beautiful, busty, and her shihakusho revealed that she was a show off.

The lieutenant, moments after Riki's first sight of the duo, "Stop staring at my boobs..." the smile from the laughing suddenly transformed into a maniac's stare, "Or else I'll destroy you."

The bald man peeled his eyes off of the lieutenant's massive breasts and stared at a cloud. "That is one interesting cloud..." he muttered.

This ordeal was getting out of hand. Three captains and two lieutenants were now present. He had no chance to deal with any of them, much less all of them. Up until a few minutes ago, he hadn't understood how powerful captains were. After feeling the reiatsu of the three, he knew they were formidable. And he had yet to see any of their Shikai, and of course none of their Bankai.

When Riki finished examining the sky, he returned to the matter at hand. Ignoring thoughts about getting back his past, ignoring thoughts about having drowned within his mind, ignoring thoughts about the fact that he would likely not achieve anything in Seireitei, and _especially _ignoring Rima chirping at him in his mind about how completely fucked he is.

He gritted his teeth. _Damn... _

The new captain introduced himself as Captain Hitsugaya, and Shinji laughed at his formality.

Hitsugaya explained that he wanted to sit down and have some words with Riki rather than jump straight into fighting. Shinji had scoffed, and Kurotsuchi had chuckled in his uniquely creepy way.

The bald man readily agreed to the proposition.

* * *

><p>Kisuke groaned audibly. Yhwach fucking the shit out of Soul Society two years prior had seriously made even the World of the Living uptight. The shit that fucker had pulled with the Soul King messed everything up, not just Soul Society.<p>

Karakura town felt different. The very atmosphere felt thicker. Everyone was on edge here ever since the shit with Aizen, but things had been even worse since the Wandenreich. Half of the city was nothing but memorials for the deaths the natural disasters Yhwach's actions had caused.

It had been two years, and everyone still felt the effects. So many had been sacrificed to even face Yhwach, and so many more had died fighting him. More shinigami had died then lived in the war. The only survivors, in fact, were either seated, higher level positions, or incredibly lucky unseated. Recruitment to the Gotei 13 had been much more common the past two years, but the new unseated were much less capable than the old ones, simply due to the fact that Central 46 was trying too hard to refill the ranks.

It was foolish then, that the laws regarding exiles were so harsh now.

He knew secondhand how ridiculous it was. Yoruichi knew firsthand. She had been sneaking in and out of Seireitei for the past two years to help Soi Fong. Ronin shinigami were no longer allowed to step foot into Seireitei under any circumstances. Captains and even the Captain Commander were not allowed to summon an exile into Seireitei, or else Central 46 would have them forcefully exiled themselves.

Urahara Shop did not reflect the surrounding mood. Inside, everyone was always as jolly and jovial as the world had used to be. Which isn't really saying much. It is always depressing in there, just less depressing then the rest of the World of the Living, so Yoruichi and Ichigo were often in the shop with Kisuke and Tessai, as they were now.

Ichigo was sitting against a wooden wall, in his human body, wearing a black hoodie (naturally), as well as a pair of baggy jeans and sneakers. It was odd now, seeing him out of his shinigami outfit or the clothing he got from the Royal Guard. It was really odd seeing him in a mood other than angry these days. Yoruichi was in cat form in Kisuke's lap, who was sitting in a chair in front of the orange haired bucket of angst. Kisuke wore his usual clothes.

As he pet Yoruichi (only in Bleach, everyone), the genius ronin attempted to begin a conversation between the three. "So... how are your friends Ichigo? Other than us, of course."

Ichigo's head had been hanging until he was spoken to. The teen... no, he was no longer a teengaer, but he still looked like it... looked at Kisuke with his eyes. Those eyes were, as always, filled to the brim with every negative emotion in the book. Anger, sorrow, pain, guilt, regret, despair, hate... he was far too young to have to have felt everything he had. Kisuke, however, couldn't blame the kid for feeling all that, even after two years of having _won_. Everything that had happened had constantly been in perspective for the poor guy ever since Yhwach finally went down.

Ichigo simply stared at Kisuke with those pitifully pained eyes for several minutes before providing an answer, "Well, Chad and Orihime are ok. Other than those two, you two, and my family, I've had no contact with any other friends for the whole time. Central decided to fucking exile the guy who saved their cowardly asses because he was a substitute rather than a 'real' Soul Reaper. And now shinigami aren't even allowed in Karakura Town. It is fucking bullshit!"

Anger had crept more and more into his voice as he said those words. By the time he had said 'asses', he was yelling. The stupid lighting had made his eyes appear to simply be shadows.

Suddenly, the black cat in Kisuke's lap jumped to the floor, interrupting his petting, and transformed into a purple haired naked woman.

Ichigo had pulled the hood down to cover his eyes, but Kisuke was used to it, and merely offered her a miscellaneous item of clothing hung over the back of the chair he was sitting on. It was actually a dark cloak he kept for occasions like this.

Yoruichi sighed, threw the cloak over her shoulders, and deadpanned the shit out of Ichigo. "You can look now, child," she said, fighting back a smirk.

Ichigo looked up, grinning, and shot back, "Mabye I wasn't being sheepish out of immaturity. Maybe you gross me out."

Yoruichi muttered "must be a faggot then", and Kisuke stuck Ichigo against the wall with his foot so the orange haired teen didn't try to kill her.

As the cussing human shouted and writhed against the force of the former captain's foot, Yoruichi chuckled, "Anyway, I went to my normal form because I got bored of being a cat, and would rather here my female voice speak at length than my male voice."

With that, she looked back and forth between the men for a moment before continuing, "Alright, since you two mush-brains understood that... Ichigo! Central 46 does what they do! Anyway, why don't you just sneak into Seireitei to talk to Rukia every once in a while? Or one of the others?"

Ichigo furrowed his brow, "Because... well, it never really occurred to me that I had any chances to."

The Shihouin clan head nodded, "Alright, now that that is out of the way..." she looked at her oldest friend, "Kisuke, I have an idea. You probably won't like it... but I believe we need to change Central 46's minds somehow. Or even plead to... you know... the new Soul King..."

Kisuke stroked his chin. There was no way they could possibly take a case to the Soul King _ever_, but he figured something could be done with Central. However, he knew Yoruichi had more to say. She didn't quit on Kisuke's great petting skills for nothing. Besides, it shouldn't take two years to think of that without a plan. "So, Yoruichi, what is your plan on accomplishing that, and what do you intend to do, exactly, to Central?"

The dark skinned woman took a deep breath and exhaled mightilty, "Well... I want to remove them from power, permanently."

* * *

><p>The encounter with the intruder was actually quite unnerving for Toshiro.<p>

The day before, he had confronted Shinji, Mayuri, and Toshiro himself alone without flinching. Toshiro could feel that that bald man was powerful, even though his Zanpakuto was sealed, his reiatsu was faint due to hiding it, and he was weak from lack of sustenance. It was just a feeling, but it still unnerved the young captain.

That man was very powerful.

Seireitei was still rebuilding after the battles with the Sternritter. Most of it had been decimated during the fighting, but the diligent efforts of everyone involved in rebuilding was moving the construction along nicely. However, they could not deal with another group of powerful enemies at the moment. This one, even if he was captain level which he likely was, could be devastating to the construction efforts alone. Besides that, many lives would be lost if he was indeed hostile. The captain of the Tenth Division did not, like several other captains, take the loss of lives lightly. He would, even at the cost of his own life, protect those he was responsible for. If the intruder turned out to be an enemy, he would not hesitate to take him out quickly and precisely so as to not damage the Seiretei or injure other shinigami.

There were two problems with that: Captain Hirako and Captain Kurotsuchi. Shinji had 'called dibs', and believed that it was his right to fulfil his challenge to the intruder. Mayuri wanted to study the 'specimen', and would do so whether the others liked it or not. Toshiro wanted to avoid a conflict between himself and the two no matter what, but had no way to successfully do so at the moment. He knew it was very likely that Shinji would attack Mayuri if he got in the way, and that the captain of the Twelfth Division would react in kind. Two captains of their caliber fighting in the middle of Seireitei, not to mention the possibly captain-level intruder being involved, would set back construction efforts and possibly cut many lives short.

_Damn it all... _what was the solution? Attempt to make peace with the strange man before the chosen time of battle between him and Shinji. He had seen that the intruder spared the lives of that group of unseated shinigami. He had also seen the look in his eyes when Shinji had challenged him. Fear was present in his expression, of course, but other than that he seemed like he simply didn't want to fight.

That was why the 10th Squad captain had invited him to a little chat in his office.

"So," he began, "intruder in the Seireitei, what is your name? And why are you here? What's your story?"

The bald, scarred intruder answered gradually through mouthfuls of ramen. "My name is Rikinosuke Mizushima... I woke up in a cave with no memories... then I met the 7th and 8th Seats of your Division... they told me a lot out of fear before deciding to fight me... they helped me get here... and now I want to gather info in the hopes of remembering something... I mean no harm, but I will excuse you if you don't believe so."

After finishing speaking, he inhaled the last of the bowl of ramen. His eighth bowl since the invitation to the barracks from Toshiro. The captain nodded, "Ok, Rikinosuke. Let's say I believe you. Do you know, by any chance, how you ended up in that cave?"

The bald man shook his head, "No, I do not. If I was lying to you, my story would be much more extravagant, m'fraid. I wouldn't make this up."

Toshiro nodded. Rikinosuke sounded at ease but appeared tense. That made the captain a bit suspicious. "Well, Rikinosuke, I do not know you, so I do not know the truth behind your words, or if there is any at all. What I do know, however, is that your presence in the Seireitei disrupts our peace. Central 46 has become mad with suspicion and paranoia since the Quincy situation two years ago. While that isn't necessarily misplaced, you have the appearance of one of our own, and I never once saw or sensed any malice within you. You are, at least for now, an enigma. However, I do have the jurisdiction to decide what to do with you for the time being, considering the circumstances of your meeting with a patrol of my Division. Therefore, I will allow you to live in this barracks until something else can be decided by the higher-ups. Until then, I will not allow any other divisions to threaten you, and you will not leave this barracks under any circumstances. If you do, my protection of you will cease, and I will join in the efforts to kill you, understand?-" Rikinosuke nodded, "Good. Also, Rikinosuke, if you disrupt the peace within my the barracks itself, I will personally restore order. If you undertake in any suspicious activity, I have the authority to stop it."

Rikinosuke nodded and stood, "So that is it then, Captain Hitsugaya? May I roam the barracks now?"

Toshiro nodded, "Yes, but allow me to do one more thing..." Toshiro stood and grabbed the much taller man by the collar and pulled him down to peer on the inside off his kosode. The bald man was taken aback by the sudden action, but did not let it unnerve him. Toshiro let go of Rikinosuke's kosode and sat back down at his desk. "Go now, intruder, you are dismissed to live in my barracks."

The man left Toshiro's office, and the white haired man let out a sigh. _Well, that helps nothing, _he thought, _there was no Division symbol on the inside of his shihakusho, as there should be... _

Seconds after the thought crossed his mind, the Onmitsukido operative Soi Fong had sent to monitor the meeting materialized from the shadows of the room. "Well," said Toshiro, "since you are under my command until something happens regarding that man, I want you to spy on his every activity. Stay unnoticed and invisible, got it? Never let him out of your sight. If you get tired enough to nearly sleep... well I already had a member of my own Division steal the energy enhancers from the Fourth that allow for action beyond exhaustion. They are here on my desk."

The operative nodded and took the pills. "If he does anything suspicious, report it to me and follow up on it with even more intense surveillance. You are dismissed."

As the operative left the captain's office, Toshiro shook his head. _The new burst of paperwork this will cause for all officers will be incredibly exhausting, especially for me and my seated officers. However, Rangiku will probably find a way to get me to do even more... damn it... _

The newly alone shinigami shook his head. _I'll be damned if Central decides to execute him before any suspicious activity has happened. I won't allow it, not even from them. This situation is too interesting. If he indeed is an enemy trying to trick us, his friends could endanger us all. However, if what he said about amnesia was true, he could prove a valuable ally if we give him the chance. _

The short man stood and took to exit his office before a certain scent hit his nose. It was a familiar scent, but he could not compare it to anything he had smelled at the same time. _Could Rangiku have gotten new perfume? _The question crossed his mind, but he quickly dismissed it. She would not do that, she loved her perfume.

_What is that smell? _He searched for the scent's origin, and found that it was coming from above him. Toshiro quickly ran out of his office through the nearest window, and vaulted to the roof of the barracks. There, he found where the scent had originated from, and that was when he realized why he recognized it.

In a flash, the person atop the roof other than Toshiro was gone as he rushed forward. Then the scent became stronger. That was when he knew: he was being attacked by someone.

_Damn... the bald intruder does have friends. He is an enemy... _the idea was obliterated when the voice of the user of the knockout gas overcame everything else in his mind, "Well that went even better than expected." Toshiro's back hit the material of the roof as the gas took effect and he became incredibly drowsy. All he could think about was that voice. _Yoruichi... why?_

* * *

><p>Toshiro awoke in his office, instantly feeling the several bakudo spells holding him in place behind his desk. He gritted his teeth and struggled to break free for a moment before closing his eyes and using his reiatsu to work away at the spells' strength. He quickly identified each spell that was restraining him. Hainawa, horin, shitotsu sansen had him pinned to his chair, rikujokoro, sajo sabaku, and a tozansho surrounded him. The spells, all together, were formidable. Very formidable. Rather than try to unravel and break the spells as soon as possible, he looked around his office calmly so that he could identify a person who may have done all this. That was when he found Kisuke Urahara.<p>

His eyes widened. "Kisuke, you bastard, what the hell is this for?!"

Kisuke, who had had his back turned to Toshiro, turned around. "Keep your voice down please. Anyway, we were originally here to do something about the newly dick moves from Central 46. But then Yoruichi saw a confrontation with you, some others, and an unidentified guy who wore a shihakusho yesterday. We decided to investigate, and found that you were being a little nice to him, considering he is an intruder. Yoruichi then came to the conclusion it was best to figure out more about him without you interfering. She is only going to test his abilities and mind, and then we'll decide together what to do about him. Until then, I will be in here with you. If you stay in your bindings like a good boy, I may reward you."

Toshiro was blinded by anger at his former friend. "Damn it Kisuke! What the hell were you thinking? What do you mean by doing something about Central? And why the hell did you feel the need to do all of this? What is going on?!" Every question had been screamed, and Kisuke pressed a finger to his lips.

"Shhh... you wouldn't want to get the rest of the Tenth Division involved, would you? You wouldn't want those under your command to waste their lives, would you?"

Toshiro felt nothing but pure rage at the ronin shinigami. He didn't bother to try to reason with Kisuke. All he wanted, at that moment, was to defend the Seireitei. He didn't care what was going on with him and Yoruichi, but he didn't need to. What he did know was that they were invading to possibly kill all of of Central 46. While that would bring temporary satisfaction to Toshiro, it would bring down the authority of the Soul Society, and possibly plunge everything into chaos. He could not allow that to happen. The closest person outside of his office would be Rangiku, from her own office.

"RANGIKUUUUUU!"

Kisuke groaned, "So be it. I may just have to defend my life from your subordinates now..."

The man shook his head. The door to Toshiro's office burst open, admitting the busty lieutenant into the room to see what was going on. Kisuke's only comment at that point was, "Should've muted him..."

Rangiku reacted to the scene before her and took action. She already had Haineko drawn, and stared at Kisuke, "What the hell are you doing, Urahara?!"

Kisuke turned to her, "Look, I would rather avoid any conflict. But if you attack me, I will not hesitte to fight back. And, if you do attak, I will likely attack Toshiro as well. You see, he is bound very strongly. If you attack, it will not be hard for me to hurt him before he has escaped."

Rangiku narrowed her eyes, "You have others helping you, don't you? Yoruichi is one of them, I presume. Tessai, perhaps? Mabye even those damned kids..."

Kisuke chuckled and shook his head, "I am not telling you who else is here with me. Now, let us talk this out like civilized people."

The sound of footsteps and shouting reverberated around the office, and Kisuke sighed, "Well, maybe I will have to hurt several shinigami after all. We were only trying to keep Toshiro out fo our business while we studied the intruder. He is interesting, after all..."

With that Kisuke shunpoed, and was gone.

Toshiro roared in anger and began struggling against the spells. He quickly unraveled a few, but the stronger ones gave him a bit more trouble. He was still weak from the knockout gas, which had apparently limited the use of his reiatsu. Rangiku was quickly there to help and, after a short time, the spells were all broken.

The effort of breaking the spells had exhausted Toshiro, considering his weakened state, and he cursed. "Damn that Kisuke. He said they were here to do something about Central's wrongdoings. We cannot let him do that. Yes, Central has taken things to the extreme recently and gone ar overboard, so to speak, but I am afraid anarchy and chaos will ensue quickly without them. We have to stop Kisuke, Yoruichi, and whoever else they may have with them. Right now, Yoruichi should be somewhere watching the bald intruder, Rikinosuke Mizushima. I want you to find him and see if you can rat out Yoruichi. I will take care of Urahara."

Rangiku nodded and left, shouting at the shinigami who had been coming to check on the captain. Toshiro sighed. He was still drowsy and barely alert from the gas within his system, and his reiatsu was still reigned in. Not to mention the actual exhaustion that had set in from overexerting himself in his weakness. There was a small chance of him being able to do anything about Kisuke in this state.

_Fuck him, _he thought, _if I have to, I will take extreme measures to protect the interesting asset that Rikinosuke is and, much more importantly, protect Central 46. _

Hyourinmaru readily agreed from within him, and he shunpoed out of the building through the nearest window.

* * *

><p>Akiko rested against the wall of her cell just near the bars. She was hungry, thirsty, and in desperation at the fact that she would not be able to carry out her duty regarding the Mizushima guy. She was determined to right her wrongs by personally dealing with him but, at the same time, she knew it would be futile even if she managed to do it. Of course, she had the skill with Kido to break out of the cell with ease, considering the small amount of strength the standard cells contained. <em>I wonder what is being done about that guy right now... <em>

The brunette sighed for about the thirtieth time in the past few minutes. She wanted to be out there. She wanted to help punish him. She would show everyone how powerful she actually was if it meant bringing that guy to justice and righting her wrongs.

_I have no way of fucking justifying my stupid mistake of giving in to fear of that fucker's power. I am stuck here. It would only get me in deeper trouble if I break out. But then again, maybe righting my wrongs would end punishment anyway... _

Despair drowned her brain, ending any other emotion. She couldn't break out. She would be taken back here by Lieutenant Matsumoto, or maybe even the combined efforts of several seated officers, although she doubted that would happen anyway. She sighed once again.

After several minutes of this consuming despair, a bright idea came from a sourc she, admittedly, did not expect.

Yubi Ni Umi spoke from within her inner world, "Akiko, listen! The next time someone comes to feed you, knock them out and escaped then! You will not give away your reiatsu signature, and then you can be sneaky and stuff! Duh!"

Akiko, without responding, retreated to the back corner of her cell. Luckily, it was nearly time for her lunch. And so, she waited.

Hope clutched her heart. She nearly giggled like a child despite herself. She was ready. Her knowledge of pressure points would allow for a quick and easy knockout attack. She suddenly remembered the only time a captain besides her own had directly addressed her.

"_You are lucky to be in the Tenth Division," said Soi Fong, "but if Hitsugaya had not been so quick to snatch you up, I believe you would have ended up with me, in the Second. You are, after all, a great user of hakuda and one of the best shinigami I have seen at concealing your reiatsu and sneaking. Your place, in my opinion, is in the Onmitsukido. Alas, it is how it is..."_

It had been amazing, and shocking, to here that from the Commander-in-Chief of the Onmitsukido herself, and Akiko had felt like the woman had exaggerated for weeks, until she realized her own expertise on a mission regarding the reigai invasion.

The brunette lie in wait for several minutes before the shinigami assigned to bring her her food appeared with a trey of stale bread, dry unrecognized meat, and a small cup of water. He was escorted by two shinigami who would use force to keep the prisoner from trying anything. Most prisoners had one escort come along with the one who brought food, but Akiko was a seated officer, so there were two shinigami of above average skill as escorts.

It would be easy to knock them all out.

At first, the man with the food did ot see her. She was, after all, in the darkest portion of the cell. Once she waas spotted, the prisoner sprung into action. Before the man could react, she was passed him. With a swift motion, she chopped on escort's throat and spun to the next escort with a high kick to the chin. In all of her quickness, Akiko was then upon the man with the food, and chopped his throat as well.

The woman returned to the second escort, who was on the ground groaning in pain. He was the only one conscious of the three men at that point. Akiko waved her finger and made little clicking sounds, taunting him, and scolded him, "You are horrible at your job. Try to do better next time." She smiled viciously and finally knocked him unconscious with a well-placed jab in his midsection, causing much more pain than was necessary. Throat chopping gets boring in quick succession.

_Alright, _she thought, _now let's check out how the rest of the Tenth Division it doing. _

**Alright, so a lot happened in this chapter. Akiko's backstory was revealed, Riki was too preoccupited to wonder how he survived (I will get to that in the next chapter, for those of you who are confused), and Kisuke, Yoruichi, and Ichigo are up to something in the Seireitei. So yeah, quite a bit happened. Anyway, I decided to call this chapter ten because in every situation in it, the Tenth Division was somewhat involved. Also, to whom it may concern, I actually have not finished reading what there is of the manga so far. So, until I do, I might accidentally break a bit of canon. Hell, I may have already. So, if you would, please tell me if I did or do for the next few chapters. Ok, so I said I would offer analysis with these Author's Notes, so I will. I decided to throw in Kurotsuchi and Shinji as I wrote this. Everything else in this was basically decided beforehand. I put this chapter in a way that I believed would keep it together well, and I believe it worked, but opinions can always differ. Anyway, I am always open to criticism, so if you would please review and give me you thoughts, I would really appreciate it guys, thank you! I hope to see you all again in Chapter 3: Escape**


End file.
